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enmity of the Tory copperheads; think of the 
quixotism mixed in with the generally sane congres- 
sional action; think of Valley Forge and its suf- 
ferings, and do not forget the calumny heaped 
upon his head, while President, to a degree of bit- 
terness never experienced by Lincoln. In truth he 
suffered more than Lincoln — except that he did 
escape a dramatic assassination while steering the 
ship of state into the harbor, after weathering the 
hurricane. 

Are we not forgetting the sufferings of Wash- 
ington? And is not this because no painter or 
sculptor had ever painted or modeled his own pa- 
thetic feelings about Washington into any portrait 
of him? Stuart, Trumbull, Greenough, Ball, Brown, 
Ward, all show him as a dignified conqueror, not 
gay but serenely grave, as becomes a generous 
victor. Is it because these great artists also felt 
what Emerson has so finely expressed: "A serene 
face is success enough in life and the end of nature 
attained" ? 

Why not represent Lincoln as serenely grave as 
artists have Washington and thus truly lift him to 
the same Olympian plane where, according to the 
demands of truth he should be placed? The world 
needs the male stoicism of the Romans. Why weaken 
Lincoln by painting or modeling him as sad or 
dejected, as bending or surrendering? Is it wise 
from the standpoints of the needs of the state to 
do so? 

We applaud Mr. McNeil's model because it is 
true in character to Lincoln — true in conception we 
mean. Of course it is not yet Lincoln, because no 
effort has been made to make a profound likeness 
of his face and body. It is only the conception 
which has been presented. But we can trust Mr. 
McNeil to realize a true likeness of the face and 
body in the final statue; and this he positively 
should and no doubt would do to the satisfaction 
of a committee of laymen who have studied and 
know Lincoln's character, who would not presume 
to interfere with his surface modeling, but would 



have the right to insist on a correct likeness and a 
true expression of his character. 

As for the decorative side of this statue, which 
speaks for itself, we can safely leave its execution 
to the taste of Mr. McNeil. For his group of an 
Indian father and son called "The Sun Vow" is 
one of the finest pieces of ideal sculpture made by 
an American and his soldier monument at Albany 
is one of the most splendid in the country. 

In his conception McNeil has incarnated the in- 
cident of the speech in 1856 at Petersburg, Illinois, 
where the crowd, hostile to Fremont's candidacy 
in whose favor Lincoln came to speak, at first would 
not listen to him and began to howl him down. 
But, determined to be heard, Lincoln stood his 
ground for half an hour, facing the hostile crowd. 
At the end of that time he waved his arm for 
silence, began speaking and in the end conquered 
the crowd. This "Lincoln" by McNeil seems to be 
doing just that thing — facing down that crowd and 
waiting for the psychological moment when he 
would begin to dominate. McNeil is on the right 
track to arrive at a magnificent statue, if he will 
but follow closely the Lincoln mask and the Hessler 
photographs made about that time and published in 
our January issue. 

We do not know whether McNeil has a commis- 
sion to execute his statue or not. But if he has, 
Colonel Roosevelt will then, in reality, be able to 
say: "I have always wanted to see the Lincoln of 
the Lincoln-Douglas debates in bronze and now I 
see him." 

Our praise of this composition does not mean that 
we have abandoned insisting on the sending over to 
London of a replica of the "Lincoln" by Saint- 
Gaudens. On the contrary. McNeil's conception is 
for this, country only as it represents Lincoln as a 
lawyer, early in his career, and no statue of Lincoln 
should be sent to London — as a gift from the Amer- 
ican people — except one showing him as the full 
mature man and President. 



"EGYPTIAN SCENES" 

Paintings by Mrs. Georgia Tim ken Fry 

(See frontisjnece and opposite page) 



THOSE only who have had the privilege of 
spending a winter in Egypt, land of mystery 
and solemnity, can thoroughly appreciate a 
truthful representation of that fascinating coun- 
try and understand why people who have been there 
are ever after haunted by a desire to return. Was 
it because on the last day of our stay, as, on all 
fours, we drank of the waters of the Nile, the Arab 
dragoman said : "Allah be praised ! Master drinked 
from de Nile; he come back, sure!" 

Those who have not made a trip up the Nile in 
November and December will never suspect the 
glory of color one meets on the way: color of palm- 
fringed river, of the sky, of the rocks, of the 
mountains, of the ruins and of the picturesque in- 
habitants. Such sunsets, such sunrises, such moon- 
lights! And the starlight of the "Southern Cross" 
at Korosco! And such enchantment as one experi- 
ences as one wanders through the gigantic ruins of 



Karnac in ancient Thebes, with its three miles of 
road running between colossal sphinxes and its 
forest of Titanic columns and mountains of shat- 
tered stones, is met with only in our dreams. From 
Cairo to Abu Simbel it is one surprise after another, 
each more evocative of wonder than the other. Well 
may the departing traveler say: "Yes Egypt! I 
salute thee!" 

No details of Egypt are so overwhelming as the 
ruins. In their presence one feels that a race with 
more grandiose souls than are possessed by us of 
to-day lived in and governed that land in the hoary 
days of the past. From the fabulous pyramids to 
Luxor, from Denderah to Philse, from Kom Ombo 
to Abu Simbel we feel ourselves in the presence of 
dead giants whose spirits still haunt these colossal 
temples, all more or less in ruin. 

One of the most impressive of these is the red- 
dish "Ramesseum" on the plain opposite Karnac, 
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having once been connected with a causeway fringed 
by sphinxes, in the center of which are the re- 
mains of a granite statue of the Pharaoh Rameses, 
a figure that was forty feet high. Back of this is 
the temple of Dair el Bahari built by Queen Hatep- 
shu, and back of this rises the rocky cliff which 
shines in the morning sun with a rosy light against 
the sky of blue, tones that only those who have 
seen them will believe that Egypt can furnish in 
so colorful and really sublime effect, hues of which 
photographs give no hint. 

The frontispiece presented in this number recalls 
such a splendor of color. It is reproduced from the 
canvas painted by Mrs. Georgia Timken Fry. In 
1910 she painted a number of Egyptian scenes as 
she leisurely journeyed up the Nile in company with 
a party of friends, from Cairo to the second 
cataract. 

Such colors as Mrs. Fry here reports can be seen 
almost anywhere along the Nile any morning dur- 
ing the winter months, which is the only time to 
visit Egypt. The colors so enhance the effect of 
the colossal ruins that, especially in the morning or 
evening, they are doubly majestic. Mrs. Fry has 
caught the color and spirit of desolation around the 
"Ramesseum" as we saw it one November morning 
in all its glory. 



Three hundred miles below, the Great Sphinx, 
oldest statue in the world, looks the East in the 
face as mysteriously to-day as it did in the infancy 
of civilization. And the pyramids hunch their 
huge bulk four hundred and fifty feet into the sky 
from a base seven hundred and fifty feet square as 
if to defy time and challenge our pigmy race to 
produce works of equal grandeur. 

These hoary works are yellow at noon, rose color 
in the sunset glow; and then, after sundown, they 
soon assume a mysterious silvery gray. 

It is under this aspect that Mrs. Fry chose to 
represent the scene pictured on page 369. It shows 
that vagueness the Sphinx assumes in the veils of 
twilight, a vagueness that enhances the feeling of 
mystery and brooding in this gigantic statue, whose 
age we can better realize when we reflect that the 
square, polished block of granite, noticeable be- 
tween the outstretched paws of the lion-body of the 
Sphinx, was set up by Thotmes III about 1538 B. 
C., to record the fact that he had repaired the old 
colossus ! 

Mrs. Fry is one of the strongest among the 
women painters of the country. During a long 
stay in Paris she exhibited regularly in the Salon 
and some day many of her canvases will find their 
way into our public museums. 



THE LEAVEN IS WORKING 



O 



UR confrere The American Art Neivs in 
its issue of January 5, 1918 has the 
following to say: 

ZULOAGA NUDES DISBARRED 

It has remained for Indianapolis and the John Herron 
Art Institute of that city to taboo and banish to a cellar 
three very naked nudes: "Nude Lady with Red Carnation," 
"Nude I.ady and the Parrot" and "Celestine," included in 
the display of works by Zuloaga which New York hailed 
with enthusiasm under modish patronage last season and 
swallowed, nudes and all. The show has been traveling 
through the country since that time, and without a word of 
protest against these nudes, until the exliibition reached 
Indianapolis. 

It appears from the news story from Indianapolis that 
certain young women of that decently ordered but not 
overartistic town, attended the Zuloaga show at the Insti- 
tute, looked at the exhibits and were so shocked by the 
nude pictures above noted that they not only themselves 
protested but called in their sisters, cousins and aunts — 
no mention made of their fathers and uncles — and, in a 
word, brought such pressure to bear on the Institute of- 
ficials that the offending nudes were banished to the cellar. 

So has Indianapolis taught New York, Chicago, Pitts- 
burgh and other American cities a moral lesson. It is to 
be wondered what Zuloaga, Mrs. Philip Lydig of New York, 
who got up the exhibition, and Dr. Christian Brinton who 
compiled the catalog, with its glowing eulogy of the painter 
and his works, and who comes from that city of homes and 
purity — Philadelphia — think of the attitude of Indianapolis 
towards the nudes of Zuloaga. 



As to the above we beg to say that in our issue 
of February 1917 we flagellated these nudes and 
said : 

"But when it comes to the moral side, at once 
he proceeds to stultify himself in his pictures of 
naked women. For instead of continuing to depart 
from fact and going to the ideal and poetic in paint- 
ing a nude, as every great artist should who re- 
spects the highest interests of the human race, he 
descends to the grossest and crassest facts- pos- 
sible. His nudes are not nude — they are blatantly 
naked. 

"But worse still, instead of painting a perfect 
type of feminine beauty, he chooses three creatures 
half worn-out and represents them in various de- 
grees of undress and vulgar nakedness, and so mat- 
ter-of-fact as to be devoid of a scintilla of poetry, 
which alone will ever justify an artist to represent 
a man or a woman nude. And worst of all, the nude 
subjects he chooses are so immoral that no Museum 
in America should dare to exhibit them." 

We are glad to know that the leaven of protest 
is working and hope such protests will be made 
every time any immoral artist dares to exhibit any 
vulgar or suggestive nude or any sort of a moral 
sore in any American gallery. 



DAINGERFIELD'S "WESTGLOW" 

(See 'pa(ie 371) 

PEOPLE who experience positive if subtle en- 
joyment when contemplating colors as nature 
brings them to their eyes, lovers of color whom 
the neutral tones leave indifferent or bored, turn 
with special warmth to the painters who are so con- 
stituted as to love color for its own sake, to artists 



who give it first place in their works. The painters 
are termed "colorists,** to the disgust of those art- 
ists who lean more toward form and resent the 
importance given to one part of their own output. 
For every painter who is a painter, they maintain, 
is also a colorist; does he not use colors? 




THE RAMESSEUM 

From a Painting by GeorRia Timken Fry 



